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The Handsome Prince with a streak of yellow 


There once was a princess in a high tower 
Who spent so much time sitting in her bower 


That when her handsome prince he came 
Sat she at a computer game 


Out came the dragon to meet the prince 
Out he came with a “hrumph” and a wince 


“In my day said he we didn’t have KFC 
But now its all my gums can handle you see” 


So after a time of “in-my-day”s and “hrumphs” 
the prince toward the tower did glance 


“Be there a princess in yonder tower?” 
“S'pose there is” he replied with a glower 


“| hope you don’t look to battle with me” 
“I’m not as young as | was you see” 


“You mean | get a princess the easy way?” 
“Just don’t tell anyone else, Okay?” 


So he climbed the tower and knocked on the door 
“One more level she called, just ten xp more!” 


Down the tower they went, they found a slide 
Said the prince “would you like to go for a ride?” 


Into the saddle of his horse they got 
At once did they set off at a trot 


As they went, the horse slowed down 
“| wonder why” said the prince with a frown 


The princess spoke up ‘though not with haste 
“All those years shut up in that place” 


“Those computer games and KFC” 


“Have not been all that kind to me” 


“But now I’m out | will slim down” 
“But we've no horse to ride to town” 


“Can't leave him behind” said the prince at once 
“He means a lot, he used to be Mum’s” 


They looked upon the panting horse 
Said she “we’ll have to carry him of course” 


“Um” said the prince for an excuse instead 
“| should go and scout ahead” 


“| should bear my sword only” 
“Lest some beast should ambush thee” 


So the princess carried the horse 
Which took indeed considerable force 


And when they reached the prince’s town 
Her number of kilos had gone down 


All that work of bearing his horse 
was as good as a fitness course 


But then she challenged him to show his strength 
So sat they down each side of a bench 


So he arm-wrestled his princess fair, 
And the princess she beat him, fair and square 


From then the prince was called by his fellows 
“The handsome prince, with a streak of yellow” 


And when the princess gave him chores 
He did not grumble, he had no cause 


By My Beard, It’s Just As | Feared 


Once there was a dwarf, 

Deep down, under the ground, 

Whose work began to morph, 

In a dwarven hall, in a dwarven mound, 


Each time he went to the smithy, 
With ore to heat and metal to beat, 
He forged a shape so pretty, 

His work so neat, at last complete, 


But when he set it down, 

Now at its best, he let it rest, 

The shape began to frown, 

The work was messed, it failed the test, 


The work at once did change, 

As if it did dance or change its stance, 

Into a shape so strange, 

It did not enhance, he could tell at a glance, 


As the days went by, 

The time did pass, but not so fast, 
The dwarf began to cry, 

His face no farce, his tears did last, 


He asked his friends’ advice, 

Who did he call, but half the hall? 

Not once, but he went twice, 

They answered all, their words a wall, 


But then he tried something new, 

What else could he try, his work would die, 
Which from his own thoughts grew, 

Done on the fly, his thoughts in the sky 


At work he worked a song, 
They thought him a loon, humming his tune, 


The rhythm he beat was strong, 
It reached for the moon, like a beat of doom, 


As the song he sang, 

The beat of his hammer, the beat of a drum, 
So the metal rang, 

His work did hum, under his thumb, 


Although it still did change, 

Still it danced, whenever he glanced, 
It returned its shape the same, 

It now enhanced, like work advanced. 


Window Seat 


As we leave the ground, slowly His glory is revealed. 

As we climb, the fields are lit but the late afternoon sun and its light is 
reflected off the river as it widens in the distance, His glory is reflected by all. 
As we climb above the clouds, a new landscape is revealed, a soft turf of 
cloud so close you could walk on it, as we climb higher, meadows, fields, 
forests and mountains of clouds. 

His world, created by His Word, declares His glory. 

"Let there be waters above the heavens", and what beautiful clouds were 
created, "Let there be waters beneath the heavens", how they reflect His 
glory. 

As | see the tiny little lakes thinly scattered through the fields and hills, and 
as the plains give way to mountains, | fear | will run out of words to describe 
His beauty. 

What more can | say. 

Creation beautifully reflects the beauty of its omnificent Creator. 


My Mind is filled 


My mind is filled with thoughts 
My life is filled with His grace 

My mind is filled with wondrous imaginings 
My heart is filled with awe 

My mind is filled with wonder 

At the reflections of His face 

My body has its life 

And blood flows through my veins 
My heart is filled with songs 

To praise my wondrous King 

For all this | have because, 

My soul is filled with Him. 


How great is our God 


How great is our God, the rejected cornerstone 


All stars in the universe, bow at his throne. 
How great is our God, in all of his Fame 
That each one of us, he still calls by name. 
How great is our God, he shares our pain 
and its by his help that we stay at all sane. 
How great is our God, that he’s our friend 
beyond when time itself does end. 


Christmas Acrostic 


May 
Everyone 
Richly 
Receive 
You 
Christ, 
Heaven's 
Ruler 

In 

Style 
Truly 
Magnificent 
And 
Superb 


Other Acrostics 


Jehovah 
Elohim 
Son of God 
Ultimate 
Saviour 


Sacrifice 
Awesome 
Love 

Victory 
Absolution 
Trial 

In Christ 
Overwhelming 
Not earned 


Given 
Redemption 
Amazing 
Christ 
Everlasting 


Poetic Prayer 


Thank you Father for this day, 
Keep and guide us in your way, 
In Jesus holy name we pray 
Amen. 


Thank you Father for this time, 

May the words not just be mine, 

Speak through me and make them Thine, 
To every heart Your love divine. 

Amen 


Let Justice reign and Mercy flow, 
And may this nation to You grow, 
May revival not be slow, 

But come to all both high and low, 


O LORD come save this nation now, 
Let every knee before You bow, 

Judge and general, monk and teacher, 
and even every Christian preacher, 
Transform the culture from above, 
Change it to reflect Your love 


Let Justice flow and Mercy reign, 
And miracles pour out in Your Name, 
Teach this land to love again, 

To Your glory and for Your fame. 


